got hit in the head with a clam gun and cashed in his chips. Too bad, too, after he carried the banner to pull through the hard winter.
Well, so long, Erie. In silent corner
Soon it was set;
There grows it ever-, There blooms it yet -Goethe. And in the sti1111eSS Of the breaking morn I talked with God. In such high altitude Of soul I felt an ecstasy new-born, IIumility, with sovereign power, endued.
Lo! I have walked with God. A little child Smiled on me, aIld a little hancl clasped mine. My soul is raised, triumphant, undefiled, Heaven7s gate is opened by a love divine.
